10                THE YEARS BETWEEN

To Murder done by night,
To Treason taught by day,
To folly, sloth, and spite,
And we are thrust away

The blood our fathers spilt,
Our love, our toils, our pains,
Are counted us for guilt,
And only bind our chains.
Before an Empire's eyes
The tiaitor claims his price.
What need of further lies ?
We are the sacrifice.

We asked no more than leave
To reap where we had sown,
Through good and ill to cleave
To our own flag and throne.